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	1. Chapter 1

_**The Secretary**_

_**Chapter One~Meeting Mr. Holmes**_

_Knock knock knock._ A young woman popped her head through the door. "Mr. Holmes?"

"Yes?" Mycroft Holmes answered distractedly, looking down at the file in his hands.

"Your last appointment is here. A...Mr. Watson?"

"Ah, yes. Thank you, Diane. Please, show him in."

Ducking her head, the woman hurried back into the foyer, her five inch heels alerting the man to her approach. Mr. Watson turned his sandy blond head towards her, having been inspecting the painting above the settee. "Mr. Holmes will see you know, sir. Please, follow me." Without waiting for an answer, she spun around and lead the way back to the office. "Straight through."

"Yes, thank you. I _have_ been here before." He stopped for a moment, taking in her appearance. They stared at each other, only breaking eye contact when Mycroft addressed her.

"Diane, some tea for our guest, if you would be so kind."

"Of course, sir. Excuse me."

When the door had shut, John took a few steps forward. "What happened to the other girl? Janine, was it?"

"Yes," Mycroft said in his usual drawn out way. "Well, after the incident with the Woman, she was...let go. Now, right down to business."

Diane made her way to the kitchen, occasionally looking at the phone in her hand. Her fiance had texted her hours ago, saying that they needed to talk when she got off work. And no matter how many times she texted him back, asking 'about what?' Or 'are you ok?" There was no answer. He was really starting to get worried about him. She had already set the kettle on the stove and was taking out Mycroft's favorite China set when her phone buzzed in her pocket, causing her to almost drop the tray. She pulled it out, seeing that it was from Jay.

_I can't take it anymore-JD_

Confused, she quickly responded. _Can't take what, dear?-DS. _She spared a glance at the kettle, which wasn't even steaming yet. _BUZZ!_

_I want you out of the apartment by the end of the week. I'm done with this charade that we're actually happy.-JD_

Diane gripped the counter, afraid her usually sturdy knees would fail her. What could he possibly mean? They were happy. They were getting married in four months, the plans had already been set, the invitations mailed out. He couldn't be serious. A million things ran through her mind. Maybe this had something with that girl from work that he always seemed to be hanging out with. Or maybe, his mates had finally convinced him that she wasn't worth the headache, considering all the time away from home she would have to take. Mycroft traveled a lot, and his secretary always went with him so he could keep on top of his day to day meetings and assignments.

_You can't mean that, Jay! I'll be home in two hours, we can talk then.-DS_

There was no reply after that. Diane stood there waiting for it, only to have it buzz in her hand again, startling her. This time, she did drop a cup. It smashed against the carpet, breaking into pieces. "Shit." She muttered. That was his favorite cup...he'd know that she'd given him a different one. Mycroft Holmes was strange that way, he always knew when something was off. _The devil's in the details,_ he always said. Checking her phone, she was met with a message from her boss, not her fiance.

_Where are you with the tea?-MH_

_Sorry, sir. Made a bit of a mess, just cleaning it up now.-DS_

No answer, no problem. She continued cleaning up the China, before grabbing another cup and setting it on the tray. By then, the kettle was screaming for her to get it off the stove. She went about her business, pouring the hot water into the teapot over the tea leaves, placing the milk and sugar bowls just so beside each other. Despite only having done this for four months, Diane had gotten very used to weight of the tea tray. Everyone always said that Brits were obsessed with tea, but Mycroft Holmes set a new standard for that. It seemed like he needed a new pot of tea every hour, constantly sneering into his cup as he read over the multitude of papers that crossed his desk every day. The familiar feel of balancing the tray was comforting to her as she knocked on the door before pushing it open with her hip.

"So, sorry, gentlemen. Had a bit of a spill." She set the tray down on the edge of the desk so she was not standing right between them. Common courtesy and all that. She stirred the tea inside the pot to circulate the leaves. Placing a strainer in the cup, Diane poured the liquid. She turned to the guest. "Milk or sugar, sir?"

"Splash of milk, no sugar, please." She handed the cup to him, then began on her boss's. He had a bit of a sweet tooth, so he liked both milk and a good bit of sugar in his tea. Once they were situated, she stood back and waited to be dismissed.

"Thank you, Diane. Perfect as always. You may go now. If you don't mind, take these and file them." There was a large stack of files sitting there. She smiled and quietly took them, glad for the distraction. Leaving the men to their business, she said nothing.

A little over an hour later, Mr. Watson stepped out of the office to see her sitting straight backed at her desk, legs crossed at the ankle, with a file on her right side so she could copy the information, and a cup of coffee on the other, occasionally taking a sip. He watched her for a bit, she was so absorbed by her work that she didn't hear him come out. Or it might have been the headphones that she had in. John wondered for a moment what she was listened to as she worked. He noticed how the back of her shirt rode up a bit on her back, exposing the very edge of the ink that adorned it. With her hair up in its tight bun, he couldn't accurately tell what color her hair was, only that it was dark. Her glasses were perched on her face, right where she didn't have to look down her nose at the computer screen. She reached over, looking to make sure she didn't knock her cup over as she did, noticing his boots in the corner of her vision.

"Oh!" She pulled the earbuds out. "Mr. Watson. I trust everything went well?"

"Yes, very well. Thanks. So..." He watched as she tilted her head a bit, waiting for him to speak. "How long have you worked for Mycroft?"

"Little over four months. It'll be five in a week and a half. Um, how do you know Mr. Holmes?"

John chuckled. "Mr. Holmes? That's the first time I've ever heard anyone call him that. Er, I work with his brother, Sherlock. Yeah, we share a flat." He grasped his hands behind his back, standing as if at parade rest. "Have you ever met him?"

"Who? Sherlock?" She shook her head. "No, I've never had the pleasure." When the man in front of her scoffed, she smiled. "Yes, that's much the same reaction Mr. Holmes had when I told him that. Apparently he's quiet the character."

"You can say that again." Diane turned back to her computer, then jumped when her phone buzzed on the desk. He watched as her face fell from whatever the message held. "You alright?"

She cleared her throat. "Fine, thank you." He didn't have to be a Holmes brother to see know that she was blinking away tears. "Is there something you needed, Mr. Watson?"

"Right, yeah. Uh, Mycroft wanted to see you in his office." She stood up, jerking her shirt down and smoothing out any wrinkles in her skirt.

"If there's nothing else, sir, I'll let you show yourself out." Neither said anything else to one another as they moved past each other and went their separate ways. "You wanted to see me, sir?"

"Yes, come in. Please, sit." He waited for her to get comfortable, peering at her over steepled fingers. "What happened?"

"Sir?"

"In the four months you have worked for me, you have done an impeccable job. Considering that you came to us from the States, you are seemingly well versed in...well, everything. You have never once slipped. So. What. Happened?" She didn't answer, just looked down at her hands in her lap. Her boss sighed and stood up from behind his desk. "Diane. Do you like working for me?"

Her head shot up. "Of course. This is probably the best job I've ever had."

"So...what could have possibly happened in the kitchen to make you break my favorite cup?"

Diane chuckled. "I figured you would realize it wasn't the same one. I'm really sorry, Mr. Holmes. I...had a bit of a scare, dropped the cup. I'll replace it, please don't fire me." This was the very last thing she needed, to be fired for a cup.

"Fire you? No, dear girl. It's just a cup, granted I don't think you could _afford_ to replace it. That was an antique, a set that belonged to my grandmother. Not to worry. You are a very good worker, probably the best secretary I've ever had. At least you're not on your phone constantly. Anyway, what I'm interested in is the _scare_ you had that caused you to break something when you are normally so careful, even when startled." He was leaning against his desk, arms crossed.

"Nothing of any importance, sir. I...I got a disconcerting text message, that's all. Again, I apologize for the cup."

"Hmm...I see. Well, if you're all finished for the evening, you may go home." He turned away and moved to sit back down. She stood up.

"Thank you, sir. Goodnight." When she got back to her desk, she pulled her purse out of the bottom drawer. Tossing her phone and appointment book in, Diane stopped for a moment. She had dodged a bullet. Her predecessor to this job had been let go because of some sort of affiliation with someone who could have potentially brought down the British Government. The only reason she knew any of this was because she had seen the files. And Mycroft had basically threatened her, telling her that if she ever did anything of the sort, she'd suffer the same fate. In other words, she'd never be hired anywhere that had anything to do with the government ever again. How she had gotten this job, she still didn't really know. She just remembered sending out her resume to some random job agency, and the next week she got a call from a mysterious man asking her to come work for him.

All in all, it had been a _long_ day.


	2. Chapter 2

_**Chapter Two~Those Hurtful Words**_

It was late by the time Diane made it back to the flat her and Jay shared. She paid the cab driver as they pulled up, noting the light that was on in the living room window. He was home, apparently. The door was not locked when she turned the knob. That was a bit disconcerting. They always locked the door when they left the house, or when they got home for the night. Inside, there was no sign of Jay, but there was the strong smell of alcohol in the air. Upon turning the corner, she found the cause of the smell. A bottle had been smashed against the wall, glass lay twisted into the carpet fibers, liquid dripping down the wallpaper, staining the white to brown. Diane sighed, not really looking forward to cleaning that up. A thump sounded from behind her. Spinning around, she saw Jay righting the lamp he had knocked over.

"It's about damn time you showed up. You said two hours."

"I know, I'm sorry. I got caught up at work. Mr. Holmes had a late appointment."

Her fiance scoffed. "Yeah, I'm sure. You really think I'm stupid."

"Jay, what's going on? Why is there glass all over the floor?"

He shrugged. "I got mad."

"Yeah, I got that. Why did you throw a bottle at the wall?" Again, he just shrugged. "Ok, different question then. What was with the things you texted me earlier? What did you mean that you '_can't do this anymore'_?"

"Just what I said. I'm done with this. I'm done wondering if I'm actually gonna have a wife, and not just some snobby, stuck-up _bitch_ that thinks she's better than me just 'cause she's got some big government job."

"Jay, what the hell?! Why would you even say that? What have I done that makes you think I'm a stuck-up bitch?"

"What _haven't _you done? You're never home on time."

"Yeah, so? I work for a government official, I don't have a normal nine-to-five like you do at the bank."

"You're too good to clean the house!"

"How do you figure that? I'm not even here most of the time. And when I am, I'm always cleaning up after you."

"No, you don't. You don't even cook."

"Because I don't have time. By the time I get home, it's always late and you've already gotten take-out, or pizza. How is any of this even remotely tied to you saying you're done. Have your mates been at your ear again? Huh? Have they been telling you it's not worth it? Because one of the biggest things about getting married is dealing with other people telling you that you can do better."

"My _mates _haven't said a word to me. What's the point of being with someone if you know you're never gonna see them because of their job. And don't even get me started on that tosser you work for. You won't let me even hardly touch you, and you're probably rolling around on some silk sheets with that pompous arsehole."

"Excuse me?" She asked, taken aback that he'd even insinuate such a thing. "Have you _met_ Mycroft Holmes? I'm not even sure he's attracted to _women_, let alone me. He's my boss. I sit at a desk outside his office all day and do paperwork."

"What about that trip to Vienna last month?" Jay crossed his arms.

"Vien-Jay, really? That was a business trip. I was there to make sure he kept on his schedule and made it to all his appointments on time. I made sure his clothes were picked up from the dry-cleaner's and hung up for him to get ready in the morning. I'm not his _mistress_, I'm his secretary. Most of the time, I didn't even see him, because he was either in a meeting, or at a gentlemen's club." On the table, Jay's phone dinged. Not that he registered it, he was in too much of a frenzy trying to put reason to madness. From where she was standing, Diane could see the face that appeared on the screen. It was a woman, pretty, blonde. She knew that face. It was Bonnie, a girl that worked in Jay's office. Diane moved around him, snatching up his phone. Before he could stop her, she opened the text. She stopped in her tracks and swallowed thickly.

_Hey, baby. When r u gonna be over? Im all hot and bothered waiting for u. Got nice and clean, just for u! Dont tease me, Jay. Come and get it! _Attached to the message was a picture. There was Bonnie, naked and wet, like she'd just gotten out of the bathtub. Her legs were wide open, exposing her hairless womanhood in all it's glory, blonde hair spilling over the pillow she laid on. She held the phone in one hand, the other stroking her hip bones, with come hither eyes beckoning the recipient to her.

Diane took a shaky breath. "What the hell is this?" She turned the phone around and showed him the picture. He started, as if just realizing what she held in her hand. Jay snached the device from her, stowing it in his pocket.

"Nothing. She probably just sent it to the wrong person."

"Don't play me for a fool, Jay. She used your name, she meant to send it to you. Now, why is _Bonnie Roland_ sending you nude pictures?"

"It's none of your damn business, woman."

"Not my business? Not. My. _Business?!_ We are supposed to be getting married in less than four months. How do you figure that _this,_" she gestured to his pocket, "is not my business."

"Will you just drop it? It's not a big deal, and it's not your business."

"We're engaged, Jay! Doesn't that mean anything to you?!" Diane had taken a step forward, grasping his hand.

Suddenly, the man she had fallen in love with was gone. He grabbed her wrist, hauled back and punched her across the face. "I _said_, it's none of your business." He spat at her as she struggled to get up from her spot on the floor. When he had hit her, she had tripped over her heels and fallen against that end table. "You shouldn't be snooping through my personal things."

"You're person-" She pulled herself up, looking him dead in the eye. "We are supposed to be a couple. Couples share things. I let you see my phone, let you see every message I get, let you know who's calling me. _I _have nothing to hide in this relationship, you sorry sack of shit." Once again, she was on the floor. This time, the punch had landed on her cheek, close to her eye, instead of on her chin like the last one. Jay grabbed her right arm, hauling her up.

"You're calling me a sack of shit? What about you, eh, highness? It ain't natural for a woman to share a bed with her intended and not get a little intimate."

"Get the hell off me!" She tried to yank her arm away, but he held fast. "You wanted me out? _Fine_! I'll get out. That way you and miss slut can have the place all to yourselves. Tell me this? Did you ever do her in our bed? Huh? Did you ever take her on the kitchen table like the _bitch_ she is?" She knew she was provoking him, but it didn't matter to her at that moment. She was hurt. And when Diane Smith was hurt, she lashed out with a razor sharp tongue that had left many a man shaking in his boots. But, with so much liquid courage in his blood, Jay wasn't even fazed.

"_Yes_," he hissed, pulling her close. "I fucked her so hard she screamed. We've done it all over this flat. The bed, the table, even the shower. And you know what?"

"Eh? What? She's probably a better lay than me?"

"Oh, I'm sure she is."

"Well, then." She brought her knee up, catching him in the offending appendage. Jay released her arm, doubling over in pain. "I guess now you'll never know." As she turned around to go to the bedroom, she could hear him vomiting on the carpet. Diane grabbed her suitcase from the top of the closet, throwing a week's worth of undergarments, work pants and shirts, toiletries, make-up, shoes, and some personal items into it. Reaching back in the closet, she pulled out a few dresses and skirts. Fitting everything carefully, she zipped up the case and rolled it behind her, back into the living room. Jay laid there in a puddle of his own sick, holding his family jewels in his fists. "Have fun cleaning that up." She moved past him and picked up her purse from where she had left it at the door. "Oh, and I'll be sure to tell Bonnie to keep you away from the drink." Diane stopped long enough to work her engagement ring off her finger, then tossed it next to Jay on the floor. "I'll be by to get the rest of my things once I find a new flat."

Diane hailed a cab a few blocks away. When she got in, she gave the cabbie the address of the only place she could go.


	3. Chapter 3

_**Chapter 3~Wake-Up Call.**_

Mycroft Holmes was not, what some people would call, a morning person. In fact, he hated mornings. But, he had been having trouble sleeping lately, and just decided to come in to work a bit early. So early in fact, that when he walked into the room before his office, he was surprised to see someone sleeping on the settee. Upon closer inspection, he realized it was Diane. Well, this was a puzzle, wasn't it. Never had he ever found her huddled up on the sofa that adorned the outer office. In fact, despite that fact that she came in before him, he had never seen her any less than perfect. Make-up done, clothes ironed, and every hair in place. Kneeling down beside the sleeping woman, he gently shook her shoulder. As she woke up, Diane looked around groggily, as if confused as to where she was. When her eyes came to rest on him, she sat up so quickly, she gave herself a head rush.

"Mr. Holmes. I'm sorry. I meant to be up before now, I..." she looked out the window, noting that the sun hadn't even risen fully. "You're here early. I'm so sorry, please, don't be mad. I just needed a place to stay for the night-" Diane was stopped by the Iceman taking hold of her chin and forcing her to stop moving and look him in the eye.

"Good Lord in heaven. What happened to you?" Mycroft turned her face this way and that, examine the damage done. He let go of her face, only to take her hand and bring it up to the light. "Who did this to you?"

She pulled away from him. "It's nothing, sir. A misunderstanding, that's all. I'm fine."

Her boss sat down next to her on the settee. "Obviously not, considering that you're sleeping in your office with fresh bruises. You know you can't lie to me. Now, tell me what happened." Diane hesitated, there was no reason to get him involved with this personal matter, and she started to tell him so, but he stopped her with a pointed look, his face very much that of a concerned parent. This was new to her. She'd never seen him worry about anyone that wasn't himself, the government, or his brother that she'd never met. Without much choice, she went ahead and told him the happenings of the previous night. Mycroft listened without much interruption, occasionally nodding or adding an interested _hmm_ here and there. At the end of it, both were silent for a moment. "So, what are you going to do?"

She looked at him quizzically "Sir?"

"Well, I imagine it can't be too hard for a young woman of your station to fine a place?"

Diane scoffed. "I can't afford a flat anywhere in London by myself, even with my salary, I'd be in the hole before long. London is pretty expensive, even at the cheapest places."

"I see." He seemed thoughtful. After a bit, he stood up. "Well, we have work to do. Go get yourself cleaned up." He was about to walk into his office, but stopped and turned back to her. "And put on some tea, if you don't mind."

The next day, Diane had already made ample use of the shower area in the building. Her hair and make-up was done perfectly as normal, her clothing had managed not to get wrinkled while sitting in her luggage case. Of course, there's only so much that makeup can do to cover such large bruises, so she kept her hair down over the side of her face. Luckily for her, not many people had come through the office that paid her any attention. Mycroft had been on the phone all afternoon, presumably about something of national security level importance, so she didn't ask questions. This was their normal day. Tea, files, appointments, scheduling more appointments, and just generally taking care of the British Government in the most mundane of ways. With her bag stowed safely away in the closet, Diane was able to get a good bit of work done that day. As per usual, she had one headphone in as she worked. When she had first started, she had made a point of asking Mycroft if that would be ok, since she was not one for simply sitting in one spot for hours on end with no noise or anything. He had told her that as long as she can still hear her intercom when he needed her to do something, he didn't care that she listened to music, in fact, he encouraged it. She was almost done typing up one of the most recent files that Mycroft had finished with and given to her for filing. Her phone had just changed to Paramore's When It Rains, when it dinged in her ear. Pulling it out, she saw that it was a call from Jay. She rolled her eyes and pressed the answer button, sincerely dreading having any interaction with him.

"Yes?"

"What the hell did you do, you bitch?" Jay was whispering, but he sounded thoroughly pissed.

"I haven't done anything. What's going on?"

"The police just showed up to my office and arrested me! They said I'm being charged with assault and battery! What did you do?! Who the hell did you talk to?" It was at that moment that Mycroft decided to step out of his office, not that Diane noticed. She was far too preoccupied with her ex-fiance's news.

"I didn't talk to anyone. I've been at work for the last two days, haven't even left to go to the store."

"Well, you must have talked to _someone_!"

"I'm telling you, Jay. I didn't call the police on you. I don't need the hassle of taking you to court, I just want you out of my life as quickly as possible. I'm at work, so I have to go. Do me a favor and don't ever call me again." She hung up the phone and sighed as she turned around. That was when she realized Mycroft was standing right next to her desk. "Jesus Christ!"

"No, just me." He said pleasantly. "Your ex-fiance, I assume."

"Uh, yeah. Apparently someone called the cops on him. He's been arrested and charged with..." Diane trailed off looking up from her phone. "Hang on...Sir. You didn't."

"Oh, of course I did. Can't have a man like that running around London, now can we?"

"Sir, he was drunk, and I egged him on. He didn't even hit me that hard."

"Your face says otherwise, my dear. Come, we have an engagement."

Confused, Diane pulled her planner out of her purse. "I don't have anything down in the appointment book."

"Oh, no, I made this one a few hours ago. Call the garage and tell them to have a car waiting at the front entrance." Pulling out her phone again, she pressed the number 2 on speed dial. Giving her ID, she relayed the information that her boss had given her. After hanging up, they walked at a rather relaxed pace down the halls. This was a bit strange to her, since she always moved as fast as she could to get things done for work. They were at the front doors in a matter of moments.

"I've never been through here." She commented.

"Really? Then how do you get in for work?"

"I usually go through the side gate. It's a shorter distance from the office. This is more for impressing guests and such." Mycroft said nothing as the valet opened the door for them. He slid in first, letting her follow and settle. It was a bit of a long ride, going from the government official's building into the city.

Diane didn't really know what she was expecting when they stopped, but this certainly wasn't it. They parked in front of sandwich shop called Speedy's. The door was opened, and Mycroft held out his hand for her to take. "I don't understand. Are we meeting someone for dinner?"

Mycroft looked around, as if noticing the shop for the first time. "No." He said simply, his eyes moving farther up. She looked up. Standing in the window one floor up, was a figure, casting a shadow so she couldn't see them very well. Her eyes darted back down, only to find her employer already at the door, ringing the bell. She hurried to follow after him. It was a moment before they heard anything behind the door. It sounded like shouting. The door was yanked open, revealing an older lady in a purple dress.

"Oh, Mycroft. Wonderful to see you again, dear. Please come in. Would you like some tea?"

"Hello, Mrs. Hudson. I wouldn't mind a cup. Diane?"

"Sir?" She stepped out from behind the tall man.

"This is Mrs. Hudson. Mrs. Hudson, this is Diane, my secretary."

"Oh, of course! Mycroft speaks very highly of you, dear. Would you care for a cuppa?"

"Yes, thank you. Do you need any help?"

"Oh, not really, but you're welcome to come on in anyway. Mycroft, Sherlock is upstairs, you can go right up."

They parted ways with a look. She found it very odd, that this woman that she had never even heard of before seemed to know about her. The idea that Mycroft Holmes spoke highly of anyone was a bit of a foreign concept to her. The man simply didn't seem to like anyone. "So, Mrs. Hudson, was it?"

"Yes, dear."

"What exactly did Mr. Holmes say about me? He's not exactly one to give good praise very often."

"Well, I s'pose that's just those two then, isn't it? The pair of them, shutting out the world like it could hurt them." Diane just nodded along, not really understanding what the older woman was talking about. "Mycroft called me yesterday, wondering if I still had my basement flat available. Of course, I told him I did. Not that anyone would want it. It's the damp, ruins everything. But, then, that's the thing about basement's, isn't it? Anyway, then he inquired about the upstairs flat, since John moved out to live with Mary, and he moved all his things out."

"Why would Mr. Holmes need a flat? He's got a nice estate near the outskirts of London."

"See, now that's what I asked him. And _he_ said, it was for a friend. Granted, I'm not really sure the Mycroft has many friends, but then, I don't know him very well, do I? Oh, you were wondering why he mentioned you, that's right. Well, he said you'd had a bit of trouble, lover's spat. Don't worry, dear, I understand. My husband was part of a drug ring back in the day, we had quite a few of those types of arguments. He said something had happened and that you had been sleeping on the sofa in the office. Well, of course, I said 'that won't do, not at all'. So, we got to talking, and I'm pretty sure, Sherlock is looking for a new flatmate. Not that you would be living with him, nothing like that. You'd be in the room above his, but you'd have to share bathroom. Oh, dear, that might be a bit awkward. But, I'm sure you'll work it out somehow."

"Wait, wait, wait. What are you talking about? What do you mean awkward?"

Mrs. Hudson stopped with the teapot in her hand. "I though...I was sure...Mycroft hasn't said anything to you about this?"

"No, obviously not!" Diane didn't mean to sound so harsh, but she was so confused, and it had been a _really_ long week.

"Oh, dear. Well, he's your boss, so you'd better go talk to him about all this. Here, tea is all done, you can just take it up on your way. Go on, off you pop. I'll be along in a moment." The woman waved a dishrag at her, gesturing out into the hall and up the stairs. As she stood at the base of the stairs, Diane could hear multiple voices, it sounded as if they were arguing. She made her way up, carefully balancing the tray. The door was still open a crack, light spilling out from it. When she reached the landing, the floor creaked beneath her, causing the voices inside to go quiet. She hesitated.

"Diane, you might has well come inside. No point in haunting the threshold." Mycroft's voice called from within.

Taking a deep breath, she pushed the door open, revealing a very nice, roomy flat. There was a fire going in the hearth to ward of the early autumn chill. Three men were there. Mycroft said nothing, simply watched her. Next to the fireplace sat the man who had come in for the late appointment the day that she left Jay. He stood from his chair and moved to shake her hand.

"John Watson, I believe we met earlier this week." Then he got a look at the side of her face. "Oh, dear. Have you been to get that checked, you might have a broken cheekbone." He took the tray from her and set it on the end table beside his chair.

"Um, no. I haven't really had the chance. Been a bit busy. I'm Diane." She took in his short stature, sandy blonde hair, and eyes that seemed to be years older than he really was. Her eyes traveled across the room, drawn to the one person who had not acknowledged her yet. He had his back to her, but she could see that he was tall, like his brother. But, he was slimmer, wearing black trousers and a dark purple shirt. The other two seemed to be waiting for him, watching him for whatever move he might make. There was silence in the room. Finally he turned around, mop of black hair flopping just above (what she could see from her spot) crystal blue eyes. He seemed to be inspecting her, something she had long ago gotten used to while working for Mycroft. But, where Mycroft was cold and calculating, there was something different in the younger Holmes's face. A bit more human than his brother. At least, that was until he opened his mouth.

"Boring."

**A/N: Well, how did I do. I really like writing romantic, involved stories...but I hate romantic cliches, if that makes any sense. This is happening shortly after Sherlock gets back from being"dead", but long enough that John isn't quite as mad as he used to be about it. I like to think that later season Sherlock is more...human than season one Sherlock. And for those of you who are wondering, I am from America, but I watch a lot of BBC. I make no claim to know anything about anything, only what I have seen and researched on the internet. And yes, my character is originally from England, but moved away as a young child, and had recently moved back, shortly before meeting her (now ex)fiance. Enjoy, please review. Next one up soon.**


	4. Chapter 4

_**Chapter Four~Mr. Holmes the Younger**_

_He seemed to be inspecting her, something she had long ago gotten used to while working for Mycroft. But, where Mycroft was cold and calculating, there was something different in the younger Holmes's face. A bit more human than his brother. At least, that was until he opened his mouth._

_"Boring."_

"Excuse me?" Diane crossed her arms, looking at the younger Holmes brother.

"Boring." He turned away from her to pick up the violin that sat on the desk, before sitting down in a chair opposite the one John had just been occupying.

"Sherlock." John said in warning. "You could be a bit nicer. Not everyone is as understanding as me and Mycroft."

"Oh, come on, John!" He whined. "Mediocre secretary job, abusive boyfriend-no, fiance. Just split up, rightly so, he's been shagging a girl from his office. American, but somehow still knowledgeable of English customs. You've been sleeping on a sofa for the last two days, going by the kink in your neck. Makeup is done up, but not the way you'd normally do it." Sherlock stood up from his seat, placing the instrument down. He began circling her. "You're fluent in at least two foreign languages, but the other few you know, you can get by. You're looking for a flat, but can't afford to get one, hence why you're here. You type a lot, probably for work, but you like to write. You've been starving yourself, presumably to fit into the wedding dress that's been hanging in your closet, not that you'll have a chance to wear it now. Low self-esteem, yet you have the confidence to work in a high profile government job. That's a bit of an enigma in itself. You like to read, but haven't had the chance for a while." He stopped right behind her. The hairs on the back of her neck prickled as he leaned closer to her. The deep inhale through his nose startled her and she swung around, throwing out her fist, which nearly missed him. As her arm moved past his face, he grabbed it. "You've taken self-defense classes, but haven't practiced in a while. There's a distinct smell of jasmine in your hair, incense. You like to burn several different kinds, but this is your favorite."

Diane struggled to pull her arm back, but he held firm. It didn't hurt, but it was a bit off-putting. "Please, let go." Sherlock narrowed his eyes at her, but didn't let go. "Did you tell him about me?" She asked her boss.

"Not a word." He responded.

Raising her arm to eye-level, he pulled up her sleeve. To her right, John let out a sharp breath. "Good lord." The blonde man whispered. "Have you been to the police?"

Mycroft cleared his throat, apparently done with his brother's power play. "She hasn't, but I've already been in contact with them. He's in lock-up as we speak. At the very least, he'll get a few days in prison and be slapped with a restraining order. At worst, he'll get minimum of a year."

Sherlock held Diane's gaze for a moment, then dropped her arm without breaking eye contact. "Good. I suppose you're waiting until you find a place to get your effects from your previous flat."

"Yes. How did you know all that?"

Both of the younger men seemed surprised. "Hasn't Mycroft done this little _trick _on you?" Sherlock spat the word out like it was poisonous.

"Of course, not. Really, Sherlock. She's my employee, not a plaything."

"Really? Hmm, I would have assumed you had deduced her until she became immune. Much like Janine."

"Mr. Holmes!" Diane drew the attention of every man back to her. "How did you know all those things?" Off to the side, the other man gave an exasperated sigh and whispered, "Here we go."

Sherlock straightened up. He took a deep breath, then letting it out all at once. "You're here with Mycroft, but you're obviously not his girlfriend, so employee. The fact that Janine hasn't been around for a while, he'd need a new girl to keep him in line."

"Very funny, little brother."

He didn't stop to respond to his brother's quip. "The abuse is plain to see on your face, and the fact that you are trying to hide your arm behind you. _'Why finace?'_ You ask? You've got a tan line on your left ring finger, barely noticeable to anyone who isn't looking for it. I know he's been cheating on you because of the place on your makeup that has a tear track in it. Besides, why else would you break it off. You've just recently moved here from America, judging by your accent, southern states. You've got just a hint of English, meaning you've been here just long enough that you've picked it up. You work for Mycroft, which means that you must have some sense of propriety, you know how to serve tea, walk, talk, and appear to be a lady. You've been sleeping on the sofa in your office judging by the way you've been working out the kink in your neck ever since you got here. You don't usually do your makeup so heavily, but you had to for work because of those marks. You'd have to be fluent in at _least_ two languages to work for my brother. Your native language, and probably Spanish. You can get by with the easiest of languages, with just enough knowledge of others to help Mycroft." He took a quick breath.

"And the fact that I'm here for a flat? I haven't had any time to look for one."

"Well, why else would you be here? Mycroft never brings his secretary into the flat, they always wait outside. He obviously thinks very highly of you, helping you out of the car like that. As for the bit about typing, well you're a secretary, so of course you type a lot. But, you've got a very distinct callous on your right middle finger, where you've been holding the pen when you write. You've lost a lot of weight, but then you were getting married, so you were probably trying to make yourself fit into a dress that was two-no, three sizes too small for you normally, maybe at the insistence of your fiance. You're cheeks are hollowed, and these clothes," he picked at her sleeve. "They're at least six months old, and they hang a bit too big on you. So, they fit when you bought them, but you've lost weight. You crossed you arms defensively when I started talking, showing that you don't particularly think very highly of yourself. And, yet, you've got an air of confidence about you. Almost as if you're trying to intimidate anyone who meets you. You do it on purpose. If you look like you think highly of yourself, others will, too. You took a self-defense class, judging by the way you reacted when I smelled your hair, so you don't trust someone you don't know and can't keep your eyes on. _'How did you know I haven't practiced?_' That bit was very easy. You missed, and you were a bit slow on the draw. If you had kept up with the exercises, you would have hit me straight on, without having to see where I was. As for the incense. Well, the scent doesn't have that alcohol smell that is associated with perfume. Beside that, you don't really seem the kind of woman to purposely wear a heavy scent. Plus, it has a hint of smoke to it, so, incense it is."

All was silent for a moment. The men (and Mrs. Hudson, who had been standing in the door since Diane tried to punch him) were watching her. She saw nothing but those startling blue eyes with hints of gold in the center. The tension was so thick, one could have cut it with a knife. Everyone held their breath. It was only broken when Diane inhaled. "What about the reading?"

His lips curled up into a rye grin. "That part was just a hunch."

"Diane, I am so sorry." John stepped between them. "He's always like this. I do apologize for his behavior."

"Was I right?" Sherlock asked over his friend's head. When she only raised an eyebrow at him. "Oh, come one, there's always something." His head tilted slightly to the side, taking her in. "So, what did I get wrong?"

Diane gave a small smile. "Jay, my fiance? He wasn't abusive."

Eyebrows were raised. "Of course he was, you wouldn't have those bruises if he-"

"You misunderstand, Sir. Jay had never hit me before. We were fighting, he had been drinking. Then I found out that he had been sleeping with Bonnie, I lashed out. I do that sometimes, when I'm upset. It made him mad. He punched me...then again, I suppose I should have shut up after the first one, but...I couldn't stop."

"Even so, my dear," Mycroft interviened. "The fact that he attacked you at all, he abused you. He will be tried, and he be found guilty."

"I don't care. He's not my problem anymore."

"Or, at least he will be after you get all of your things out of his apartment." Sherlock went back to his seat and plucked at the violin strings.

"Indeed. Mr. Holmes, why are am I here, exactly?"

"To rent out a flat, obviously. If you two are agreeable, I'm sure we can work something out. You know, get someone to get your things out of your ex-fiance's place, get you moved in, and all sorted out. Sherlock?"

"Hmm?" Was the dark haired man's response.

"What do you think?"

"About what?" He didn't even look at them.

Mycroft scoffed at him. "Don't be childish. What do you think about Miss Smith moving into Baker Street?"

Shrugging, Sherlock turned those turquoise eyes on her. "How do you feel about the violin?"

Keeping her eyes level with his, she smirked. "How do you feel about the bass clarinet?" Came her retort.

The detective smiled at her again. Oh, this was getting interesting. "Sometimes I go days without talking, would that bother you?"

"Would it bother you that I would talk to you even though I know you're not paying attention?"

"I have a tendency to keep body parts in the fridge for experiments, even left some eyeballs in the microwave once."

"I have a tendency to leave my books in random places around my house because I get finished reading and forget to put them up."

"I'm an sociopathic ego maniac with a cold heart, or so I've been told."

"I'm an over emotional woman who doesn't like to share her feelings. What's your point?"

"You work for my brother."

"You work for my boss."

Sherlock stood again. It took only two steps of his long legs and he was standing almost chest to chest with her. (**More like chest to stomach, but whatever**) He was a good six inches taller than her, so he towered over her. Everyone else in the room stood in silence, watching the interaction between the two. Diane had to tilt her head back to be able to see him. "Are you keen on staying here?"

Diane shrugged. "I've got nowhere else to go, and this seems like a very nice place. Mrs. Hudson? What's the rent on this place?"

"Oh, well, depends on what you can do? Generally I charge about two-hundred and fifty a month, but I'm sure we can work something out."

"Alright, then. If it's alright with you then, Mr. Holmes, I'll just wait until this weekend to get my stuff moved in."

"No need, Diane. I've already got people ready to go to your old apartment tomorrow to help you pack your things. You can take the day off to direct them."

"Sir, you don't have to do that for me. I can pack my own things, thank you very much."

"Yes, but this way, it's done and out of the way before Jay gets out of lock-up."

She stopped, looked down at the rug beneath her. "I suppose so."

"Good," Mycroft clapped his hands together. "It's all settled then. Shall we make the arrangements, then?"


	5. Chapter 5

_**Chapter Five~Moving Day**_

**A/N: Ok, so I realized that Janine was not Mycroft's secretary, her name was Anthea. So, for the sake of not having to go back and fix it, I'm just going to start referring to her as Anthea from now on, and Janine comes in later, so yeah. Also, yes, Sherlock came back quite a while before all this, and yes, Anthea was there when he came back, but she was fired shortly after because of her affiliation with Irene Adler (and because she's a bad secretary, lol). Well, on with the show!**

She had ended up going back to the apartment that night to try to figure out what was going with her and what would be staying. Legally, since they had bought much of the decorations together, but she had been the victim, she was able to take basically whatever she wanted. She stayed up late in the night, trying to make a list of things she could take with her. She was at a loss, trying to think of what the flat needed. As if knowing her thoughts, Mycroft texted her and told her that he thought Sherlock's home could do with a woman's touch and to bring whatever she wanted. After making her list, she went to her bedroom and started packing her clothes and other personal products into boxes. To be honest, most of the grooming products that cluttered up the bathroom counter were Jay's, not hers. All of _her _books were packed up, _her_ dishes that she had gotten from her mother, _her_ wall hangings. Diane would leave the heavy boxes and furniture for the moving crew to haul. It was late when she finally laid down on a pallet of her blankets on the floor. She hadn't been able to even look at the bed or the couch after knowing what he'd done.

To his credit, Mycroft was always true to his word. 9 o'clock the next morning, there was a knock on the door. Upon opening, Diane was greeted with the sight of three rather burly men on her front step. With a gracious smile, she beckoned them in, and offered them coffee before they got started. All the boxes had been expertly taped and labeled in big black marker, telling her, generally, what was in the box and where it should go. While the men loaded the truck, she ran around the flat, making sure she hadn't left anything, even going so far as to check Jay's drawers to make sure nothing of hers was hiding there. They were almost done when Jay happened to stumble in through the door. The movers paid him no mind, it wasn't the first time they had helped one partner or another move out of a shared living space after a break up.

"What's going on here?" He huffed.

Without looking at him, Diane spoke over her shoulder. "I told you I would be back for my stuff when I got a place. Well, I've got a place, and now I'm getting my things out of your way."

"You can't just take all of this stuff!" Jay's arms swung wide, nearly hitting one of the movers as he gestured. "Some of this is mine."

"No, Jay, it's not. Most of the things in this flat...we paid for them with money _I_ saved up. You don't even read much, so all of those books are mine. I bought all those movies and CDs, and you might as well take down those pictures we took together. I'm leaving the table, the bed, the sofa, most of the appliances, so you should be able to get by rather well. At least you won't have completely bare flat for when Bonnie comes to visit. That is, if your lawyer manages to keep you out of jail." She was just passing by him with a box of books when he grabbed her arm and yanked her back. "Let go of me."

Jay was suddenly ripped away from her and pushed against the wall. "Mr. Holmes would like us to remind you that you are not to lay another hand on Miss Smith." The movers seemed to have appeared out of nowhere, one of them had Jay held in place with his arm placed across his chest. The others had placed themselves between the two.

"Who the hell are you? Get off me! This is my house, you have no right to be here!"

"Actually, sir, this flat is in Miss Smith's name, therefore, it's not your's. Once she moves out, if you are not in prison, you'll be allowed to change the name on the lease, baring Miss Smith doesn't want to continue living here. Now, if you'll be so kind as to leave the premises until our work here is done." Without so much as a second look, the lead mover pushed him towards the door and they all went on continuing what they were hired to do. Not without keeping themselves between the two.

"This isn't over, Diane." Jay said with a finger pointed at her.

"Oh, I quite think it is, Mr. Doran." Both of them spun to the door where Mycroft stood leaning against his umbrella. "Diane, what say you about the flat? I know you're staying at Baker Street for now, however, are you going to be wanting to come back after all the legal issues are settled?"

Diane turned to Jay. When they had first met, she had thought that he was the nicest guy. They had met through one of her friends. Bonnie, oddly enough, was the one who introduced them. She and Bonnie had met at the same employment service, and became good friends. Apparently not good enough friends, seeing as she had been sleeping with her fiance...ex-fiance. His chocolatey brown eyes had drawn her in, the lopsided smile he flashed her won her over. That night, they had talked for hours in the pub, telling each other everything about themselves. But this? She couldn't have seen this coming in a million years. She looked around the home they had shared, where they had been planning on staying for a long time, or at least until they decided to start a family. Now, there would be none of that. No wedding, no happiness, and no children. She shook her head, looking her boss in the eye, "I don't think I could stomach another moment in this place. Besides, Baker Street is cheaper."

"Very good. Gentlemen, I assume you are almost finished?"

"Last few boxes are being packed up now, sir. We've already gotten all of the furniture in the truck and we should be done within half and hour."

"Excellent. Diane, are you finished here?"

"I suppose so, sir." She answered.

"Come with me then. Is there anything you are going to need?"

"Just a bed and dresser set. I was going to go tomorrow, after I got everything else unpacked."

"No need. Come along."

Diane was starting to get worried. Mycroft was walking beside her as she walked through the doors to And So To Bed Ltd. It was an upscale furniture store on Baker Street. The way he sauntered in, she knew he was perfectly at home in a nice place like this. This wasn't some place she could afford, and she had told him so. The older man had simply laughed and led her inside. They moved along, Diane automatically strayed towards the cheaper items, bed frames with little to no ornamentation, mattresses that had no memory foam or pillow tops. Apparently, Mycroft had seen her stop and admire a bedroom set of dark stained cherry wood, because he immediately called over an employee and told them to have it delivered to Baker Street, along with the rather puffy mattress that sat atop it. Of course, he did all of this behind her back, telling the sales associate to bill it on his card, which he slipped into the young man's hand while Diane had moved on to look at a rather bland looking bed with a steel frame. When she asked the man about the price, he gave her a knowing smile that made her cringe. She asked him to send it and the hard, lumpy mattress over so she could put it together, and handed him her card. Of course, Mycroft gave him a pointed look, to which the young man went to the counter, stood for a moment, pretending to finish up the transaction, then walked back and gave her the plastic.

From there, she went to the local market to pick out her new sheets. The pair of them patrolled the aisle, the secretary stuck between two different types. One was a cheery blue and white set that she thought might go well with simple bed she was getting, and a dark chocolate and cream colored set that were just gorgeous. Of course, Mycroft knew that if she got the cheaper, horridly beachy-style set, she would be forever stuck with the horrid choice of color clash, because she would never admit defeat and fight through the painful sight until she was forced to get another bed set. So, he simply pointed out that he thought the latter style suited her better.

"Besides, having any kind of blue around you when you are trying to sleep causes the melatonin production to halt, causing insomnia." To which, Diane shrugged and threw the better sheets in her basket.

"Do you know if your brother has done any shopping lately?"

"Knowing him, probably not. Come, let us refresh his malnourished pantry."

Oh, yes, she was starting to get scared.

By the time the car arrived at 221B Baker Street, Mycroft's men had already unloaded everything into the flat, piling things depending on what was labeled on the boxes. This left Sherlock very irritable. He wasn't used to sharing his space with anyone besides John. He watched the men trudge up and down the stairs, in and out of the flat, quite vexed when they started putting some of them in the kitchen, probably ruining all his experiments in the process. His only proved to irk him further when he heard footsteps on the stairs. The door opened and his brother entered without so much as a 'by your leave', followed closely by the woman who was to be his new flatmate. What was her name again? Darline? Dora? Something that started with a D, that's for sure. Other than that, he couldn't remember, not that he cared. Although, he supposed he really should try to learn her name, if they were to be sharing the same home. The woman went straight to the kitchen with what looked like a rather heavy looking load of plastic bags. The two of them chattered about nothing of any interest to him, so he tuned them out, deciding that if she were a talker, all he had to do was put her on semi-permanent mute like with Mrs. Hudson. Their talk was interrupted by another person knocking on the door.

"Pardon me, furniture delivery for a Miss Smith?" He was a timid looking man, his clothes were ill-fitting and wrinkled.

"Yes, that's me."

"Sign her, ma'am." She took the clipboard, and signed her name at the bottom without reading it, like most _normal_ people did. Boring. "Right, the blokes outside said they'd bring your things upstairs for you, and I'll just get out of your way."

"Thank you," she gave him a small smile, then went back to start putting her groceries away. She had opened the fridge only to reel back and double over with her hand over her face. From his spot next to the fireplace, Sherlock could hear her attempting not to vomit. That made him smile.

"Really, Sherlock, you couldn't be bothered to clean out your fridge for your new flatmate?"

"No, Mr. Holmes. I'm ok, I knew roughly what I was signing up for when we came over last night." Gently closing the door, she made her way back into the living room. "Do you have any particular attachment to that head you've got sitting in there?"

"Oh, that? Not really. You can go ahead and throw it out, along with the thumbs that have gone bad in the drawer."

Her eyes widened. "Right...where?"

"Beg your pardon?"

"Um...where do I throw it out at? I don't think my new landlady would be too appreciative if I threw rotting body parts in her bins."

"My men will see to it that they make it to a crematorium." Mycroft was checking his phone. The mover who had pushed Jay against the wall earlier popped in.

"Bed's all set up, boss."

"Ah, thank you, Jordan. Diane, if you would like to go get your things unpacked, I believe now would be a good time. I'm sure Sherlock wouldn't mind putting away the groceries. Perhaps domestic chores will do him some good." The younger brother scoffed and reached for his violin, and started angrily pulling the bow over the strings, causing it to screech rather than sing. This chased both of the intruders out the door, following them as they went their separate ways, one up the stairs, one down.

Of course, that was until the sound of yelling interrupted his little song. The woman's footsteps came pounding down the steps.

"MYCROFT HOLMES!" She hollered after the elder brother. This he had to see. All he had to do was stand at the top of the stairwell in order to see the normally docile woman tear his brother a new one. "Please tell me you did not switch my order out with _that_ one!" She threw her hand up, pointing up to where the offending piece sat.

"But of course." Mycroft said nonchalantly.

"Sir, I can't afford that. That's why I bought the other one."

"Who said _you_ bought it?" Was that a smile on his brother's face? No, surely not. There was no way that his brother, the Iceman, had any feelings towards the woman under his employment.

"You didn't..." Her eyes widened, fixing him with a death glare.

"Oh, _please_, Diane, don't look so surprised."

"Don't look so sur- Sir, I can't let you do that."

"You were about to make a horrendous mistake with that vomit-inducing frame. Not to mention that if you got that mattress, you would have gotten even less sleep than you already do."

"Mr. Holmes, please, I can't let you just buy me things! You're my boss, it's not right for me to just-"

"Consider it an advance on your raise." At this, she stopped, her mouth open like a gaping fish. "Since you are now occupying the same living area as my _dear_ baby brother, I'm going to be upgrading your responsibilities for my office. One of those will be keeping an eye on him, keeping him out of too much trouble."

"Do us all a favor, Mycroft, and bugger off. I don't need a babysitter."

"Sir, I'm not qualified-"

"You most certainly are. You deal with me on a day-to-day basis, without so much as a single complaint. I'm not asking for you to spy on him or follow him around every second of every day, just try to keep up with him. Keep him out of the drug dens and generally out of harm's way. As I said, consider the furniture as an advance."

"What about my job?"

"Well, you'll still come in every morning, but you'll have more days away from the office, for which you will be able to accompany Sherlock on his daily adventures while Dr. Watson is unavailable."

Sherlock was none too happy with this arrangement, but he could see that she knew she was not getting out of this, not if she wanted to keep her job. So, she simply nodded, and made her way up the stairs. When she got to the landing, she almost ran into him, not having been really paying attention to him. Diane looked up at him, realizing that he was in her way, and he wasn't moving. They stood there for a moment, each one sizing up the other. After a moment, the tall man moved out of the way and dropped his eyes, letting her pass.

Well, this was going to be a shitty situation all around. She just knew it.


	6. Chapter 6

_**Chapter Six~ Breakfast**_

Saturday morning came far too soon for Diane. She was, in this very moment, greatly appreciating Mycroft's choice in furniture. The bed spacious, a queen size for one person, and the mattress lusciously thick. Her new sheets were silky over her skin as she turned. At least it was until she felt the material catching on the small, prickly hairs on her legs. Groaning, Diane stretched like a cat over her new bed. Her clock shone on the nightstand, **7:30 **it told her in bright red numbers. It was far too early for her to be awake on a weekend. Oh, well, no point in sulking around in bed for a few hours. She had too much to do today to lay around, so she dragged herself out of bed and trudged over to her box of toiletries. Diane had decided that if things were going to be awkward with her and Sherlock sharing the bathroom, she figured she might as well get it over with. Five steps to cross her bedroom, eight to make it down to the landing. She didn't know if she should knock, as it was technically her flat now, but it seemed rude to just barge in. Raising her fist, Diane rapped her knuckles on the wood. There was no answer.

The door opened with no resistance. Peeking in, she saw that no one was in there, though given the time, she wasn't really surprised. Using this to her advantage, she snuck through the living room and into the bathroom. Once inside, she realized, much to her chagrin, that there was a lock on the door to the hallway, but not the one to what she assumed was her new flatmate's bedroom. Diane starred at the door for a hot minute, trying to figure out a way to keep him from bursting in while she was doing her business, as she had heard that he was prone to doing. A light bulb appeared, figuratively of course, over her head as she smiled wickedly. It took her only a few moments to run back up to her room and rummage through one of her boxes.

Diane was well pleased with her idea, deciding she would be safe from any prying eyes. It would have to do until he figured out how to knock, or until he just got tired of dealing with it and waited until she was done. So, turning on her phone to Pandora, and stepping under the faucet that was now billowing hot water and steam, Diane felt no need to worry.

"_Now I'm walkin' on sunshine, whoa-oh, I'm walkin' on sunshine, whoa-oh, I'm walkin' on sunshine, and don't it feel good!" _Diane sang along with Katrina and the Waves. "_I feel alive, I feel the love that's really rare. I feel alive, I feel the love that's really rare. Don't it feel good?!"_ Her hair was soaped up, dark bubbles running down the drain without her noticing as she danced under the water. "Ow! Shit!" She scrunched her eyes shut and put her face under the spray, attempting to free her eyes of the soap that invaded and caused her to go temporarily blind. "_Shit!_" When she had finally managed to get it out and finish up her shower, conditioning, shaving, all those _wonderful_ things women have to do, she automatically grabbed the towel off the rack and started drying off in the shower, as she had always done (growing up with boys who didn't know how to knock would do that...at least she was never caught naked).

If she hadn't had her music up so loud, she might have heard the rattle of the door as Sherlock tried to figure out why it wouldn't open. Was it stuck? Was there something jammed in the hinge? As early as it was, his brain wasn't quite firing on all cylinders. Wrapping himself in his dressing gown, he opened his door to try the other one. It was locked, which kept it shut even tighter than the other. Then he heard the music. It was appalling, whatever it was. Had John always played music while he got ready in the morning? Oh, wait...that wasn't John. John had moved out. It was...what's-her-name...Mycroft's lacky, the one with the bruised up face and a funny attitude. Knowing he would get nowhere with this particular door, he went back to the other. Pressing his face against the glass, he deduced that she had wedged something against the door, pushing it closed by fastening the other end to the locked door. He pushed again. Whatever it was, it was solid and wouldn't move without a bit of finagling. A smile cracked his face in two, one that would have scared most people, even John at times. Oh, this would be fun. Not that he had any desire to see her in the nude, he had no need for that, and even if he did, it wouldn't bother him as it would have his friend. Irene Adler was enough to attest to that.

So, he set about trying to knock the blockage out of the way. He was so absorbed by that, that he didn't notice the woman behind the frosted glass getting out of the tub. And nor did Diane notice the man attempting to exercise one of his oddities that he warned her about. She had already put on her underwear, and was bent over running her fluffy brown towel over her hair to dry it. She hated blow dryers. Yes, they worked in a pinch, made her hair fluffier than she could do on her own, but at the same time, her hair was so thick that it didn't even dry her hair very well. That and they dried out her face and scalp so badly. It was in this moment, that as she was thinking about hair dryers, that the pole she had wedged against the door clattered to the ground, hitting the back of her ankle, and the door swung open.

It took all of half a second for the infamous consulting detective to observe everything about the woman's body that had previously been hidden by her garments. Time slowed as she turned to see her offender. Her waist was smaller than her clothing led him to believe, and her hips wider. Her breasts were a bit on the larger size of average, probably a genetic disposition. Her legs were toned, but her thighs and backside had a bit more padding than he originally thought. She had broad shoulders for a woman, and was built a bit more solidly than most. On her lower back, to the right, was a tattoo. That surprised him. He didn't figure her one for ink. It was a blue flower, a stargazer lily, with some sort of strange script around it. As she turned, there was another on her left hip, a cluster of artwork. It looked like a crescent moon with some arrows, a semi-circle with a line, and on the side of her hip, some sort of Native American looking shape...hmm. He filed it away for later, just in case. Then he noticed her hair. Was it just him, or did it look a shade or two lighter? Time resumed.

"What the hell? How did you-"

"Oh, simple, really. Didn't take a genius to realize you'd stuck something against the door. Nor did it to figure out how to open it."

"But why?" By now, she had grabbed her towel and held it over her exposed skin.

"Needed the loo." He made to move past her, only to have her step in time with him and stop his progress. "What?" Sherlock examined her face, taking in the micro expressions that surfaced. "You've got a thing going on with your face. Might want to get that looked at." Her cheek jumped a little, the muscle twitching. Her glassy green eyes held him in her sights, his blue ones looked on in confusion. Suddenly, John's voice came back to him.

_You have to remember, Sherlock. Women aren't like us blokes, first off. Secondly, they don't like men being around them if they're not properly dressed. And if they don't care, it's because they're trying to get in bed with you. Diane is probably the former. You can't just barge in on them like you do on me all the time. Oi, don't give me that look, barging in unannounced on a woman is not the same when you live with them, as opposed to a client or a suspect. Though you really shouldn't do that either. Anyway, give her space, don't do anything you would normally do with me here. Don't be...well, don't be you. At least for the first few weeks, give her some time to adjust._

"Oh..." He had basically just broken every rule John had set out for him.

"Yeah, _oh_. Can you at least wait until I've put my clothes on?" Sherlock said nothing, simply nodded and stepped back into his room. Diane closed the door gently, then quickly started pulling on her clothes. "I was going to make breakfast this morning, sort of a 'thanks for letting me stay here' thing." There came no answer, so she just continued talking, knowing that he probably wasn't listening. "Though, I'm not sure what kind of things you like." Still nothing. When she was done gathering all of her belongings, she knocked on the glass. "All done, if you still need it." Not a sound... "Right."

Diane was standing in the kitchen, trying to figure out what she could make for breakfast, when the door to the landing swung open and John strode in.

"Morning, Dr. Watson."

"Oh, morning...Diane, right."

"Yes, sir."

"Just John, is fine. So, where's Sherlock?" She must have had a strange look on her face, because he stopped. "What? What did he do?"

"Nothing." Diane shook her head, opening the fridge, glad that whatever body parts that were previously there were gone.

"No, it's not nothing. It's never nothing with Sherlock. What did he do?"

"Wasn't really his fault. I should have known that trying to lock him out of anything would make him want to get in even more." John gave her a pointed look. "I tried to barricade the bathroom door while I was in the shower. I thought he would stay asleep...it didn't go over too well." She shrugged.

"Let me guess...he managed to get it open while you were naked?"

"Don't be absurd, John." Sherlock breezed into the living room, plopping down in his chair, now dressed in his usual black slacks and dark shirt, this time blue. "Unlike most _normal_ people, I have no need to snoop on an unsuspecting lady while she is nude."

"Sherlock." John warned.

"Besides, that would be rude, and I am a gentleman."

"_Sherlock!"_

"Got the door open just after she got out of the shower. Luckily, she was in her underwear." John seemed to be fuming. "In my defense, you know I can't help myself around locked things." He drew out the last two words, turning his eyes to the woman who stood leaning against the kitchen door frame smirking at him.

"Sherlock, we talked about this. You can't just-why can't you...ugh. It's impossible. It's bloody impossible for you to follow simple directions." Diane placed her hand on the doctor's shoulder.

"It's alright, John. No harm done. I grew up with boys, should have known not to even try." Looking around him to her flatmate, she said, "Lesson learned, don't leave things locked up, and you'll leave them alone. Thanks."

"You've got brothers?" John asked.

"_Brothers_!" Sherlock hissed. "I knew I'd missed something."

"Oh, you missed quite a bit, Mr. Holmes. But, yes. Three of them. And we had cousins over all the time. We were a very large family." Diane chuckled. Then she noticed John's face. Confused, she turned around and ran smack-dab into the detective. She was still trying to get her balance when he grabbed her shoulders.

"What else did I miss?"

"Sherlock, I don't think-"

"What did I miss?!"

"That's for me to know, Mr. Holmes. And for you to, hopefully, never find out. Now, if you'll excuse me, what would you like for breakfast?"

"What?"

"You heard me." Sherlock glared at her, letting go of her shoulders and spun on his heel.

"Um, if it's not any trouble, I like just about anything you'd put in front of me."

"He's right," Everyone turned to see a new face enter the flat. She had a wide grin and short blonde hair that bordered on white. "My cooking's horrible, and he still likes it." The new woman put whatever she was carrying down on the table, reaching over to kiss John's cheek.

"Now, now, you know that's not true. Not in the slightest." By the look in her new-found friend's eyes, Diane could only guess that this was the 'Mary' that Mrs. Hudson had been talking about.

"Oh, you." She lightly tapped his arm. Noticing Diane, she turned her brilliant grin on her. "Hello. Mary Morstan. You must be Diane."

"Yes, hi. I remember hearing something about a fiancee. Lovely to meet you."

"Ugh, yes, lovely, wonderful, _brilliant_!" Sherlock shouted from next to the window. "Greetings and all that, boring!"

"You hush." Mary pointed a finger at him. "Just because you know everything about everyone, doesn't mean the rest of us wouldn't like to meet each other and learn. Now, help John figure out what the groomsmen are going to be wearing. You've got the choice between sage green, lilac, and cream. Go!" Like a child who had just been chastised, Sherlock went and plopped down in one of the chairs at the living room table, pouting.

John leaned in to whisper in Mary's ear, though Diane could still hear him. "I don't know how you do that, and quite frankly, I don't care. It's just a tiny bit sexy." This caused her to choke on the coffee she had been taking a sip of. Both of them spun around to see what was wrong, only to have her wave at them that she was fine as she coughed up the liquid.

"Wrong pipe," she croaked. Once the boys were situated at the table, Diane went about gathering up everything for breakfast. Mary sidled up to her, leaning over her shoulder to inspect it.

"Whatcha making?"

Diane couldn't help but smile at her. "Dutch Baby."

"S'cuse me?" John piped from the living room.

"Where did you get access to a baby?" Sherlock asked.

"Never mind that, why would you be-"

"Not literal _baby_, you dolts. It's a puff pastry. My mom just always called it a Dutch Baby...never really understood why." Shrugging, she went about mixing the ingredients together. "There's coffee in the pot, if you like."

"Oh, that's sweet, thank you. John? Coffee?"

"Please."

"None for me thanks, just tea." Sherlock didn't seem to realize that no one had been speaking to him, as per usual. Of course, Mrs. Hudson chose that moment to come up the stairs with a tray.

"Oh, Sherlock, not even a full day and you're already treating her like a maid. You should be a ashamed of yourself."

The man in question cocked his head to the side. "Mmmh, and yet I'm not. And I'm not treating her like anything. She just randomly started rummaging around the kitchen. How am I supposed to keep her from cooking or cleaning, or whatever it is that women do?" This remark earned him glares from everyone in the room.

"That was very rude, Sherlock. You know, Diane does have a job. As such, it isn't _her_ responsibility to clean up the messes _you_ make."

"Well said, Mrs. Hudson."

"Thank you, Mary, dear. Now, you get busy with whatever wedding business you're supposed to be doing, while us ladies have a bit of _civilized_ conversation." At that, she set the tray down, then took Mary by the arm and closed the kitchen's sliding doors. From behind them, both men could hear them giggling like schoolgirls.

"Civilized?" John scoffed. "What d'you suppose she meant by _that_?"

"Haven't the slightest idea, John."

"You know, Diane could potentially file for harassment. On account of the fact that you knew she wasn't decent when you barged in after she wedged it shut."

"But, she won't."

"And how could you possibly know that?"

"She told me."

"Really?"

"Really."

"She told you, with actual words, that she didn't mind you practically breaking down the door while she was undressed?"

"Of course not. But, she seemed oddly calm about the whole situation. It's my experience that women tend to be a bit more volatile when placed in that position."

"You don't say? And yet, you saw fit to do it anyway?"

"For science, John." At the look his friend gave him, Sherlock smiled, "I had to know how she would react. You don't mind it because you lived with me for, what, four years?"

"Yeah, and I know how you are. She doesn't. You know, she didn't even really know who you were when I met her in Mycroft's office the other day? Not even your name. She only knew that Mycroft had a brother, but not who he was. She knows nothing about you."

"If that woman can put up with my brother, I have no doubt she'll be fine." A look came over his face, as if struck by a sudden realization. "Oh...oh, yes. This should be very interesting."

John, who knew that look, pointed at the other man. "No, Sherlock. _No_. You are not doing some sort of crazy experiment on that poor woman, just to see how much of your rubbish she can deal with before she decides the extra paycheck isn't worth it. She's been through more than enough over the last week."

But, Sherlock wasn't even listening...he was already plotting the various scenarios that could potentially shock her. _Very interesting, indeed_.

**A/N: Woot! Made it over 3000 words this chapter! I am on a roll. Y'all, I've kind of hit a writer's wall, so I apologize if this chapter is kind of just a bunch of drivle thrown in together. Send me a little love, read and review. Ta-ta.**


End file.
